pleasing memory for the beautiful performance that Miss
Fay Compton gave in the part of Violet. The gesture with
which she held out her arms to her lover after she had sent
him away for good and all and he had miserably gone, hud
a grace tenderness and beauty the like of which 1 have
never before or since seen on the stage.

East ofS/fc% purports to be a play of spectacle. 1 had long
wanted to try my hand at something of the sort and a visit
to China presented me with an appropriate setting. The
bare bones of a story that I had for twenty years from time
to time turned over in my mind, recurred to me. It seemed
very well suited to my purpose. I kept my ears open and
from this person and that heard little incidents that fitted in
with my scheme and gave it the fullness, colour and variety
that it needed. For the first and only time in my career as
a dramatist I wrote the scenario which the professors of
play-writing teach their pupils to do. It is a practice in
which I have always felt there is great danger. For one
thing, it is very difficult to hold in the mind's eye the whole
development of a play; the imagination (mine, at least)
provides you only with the important scenes, the beginnings
the curtains of the acts, and the end, it leaves out the
necessary scenes of transition, the scenes of preparation, and
the scenes necessary to the mechanism of the piny; these
passages will in a scenario generally be set down per-
functorily, to make it coherent, and when you come to write
your play you will very likely find that the fact of having
written them down cramps you. Having forced yout
imagination to work by an effort of will, it fails then to work
with proper freedom. It seems to me better to keep youi
general idea in your head, with your theme and your chief
scenes fluid, as they must be before they are set down in black
and white, and trust to the natural development by -which, if
you have the dramatic instinct, one scene leads to the next,
A scenario seems also to paralyse the amiable and useful little
imp that dwells in your fountain pen and does for you ail
your best writing. The prudent writer gives him his head